SWINBURNE    AND    THE    PINES

scenes   then   concrete   and   commonplace,   but   now
irrecoverable and poignant. . . .

As I walked out of London, knapsack on back, and
the temperature over eighty degrees, I recovered some-
thing of my youth. I had last walked up Putney Hill in
1907. It was just before lunch-time; a toothbrush was
my only luggage; I left London with one and threepence
in my pocket; I ate bread and oranges; I mistook the
way from Guildford in the dark and went to Alton by
way of Godalming, instead of over the Hog's Back; and
I then went to Salisbury through Romsey instead of
through Stockbridge. It made the journey not much
less than a hundred miles, and I was in Salisbury
twenty-eight hours after I started, having snatched half-
hours of sleep under gorse-bushes and in woods. But
as for Putney, going up that hill, and having passed the
very unimposing portals of "The Pines," I was thinking
of Algernon Charles Swinburne.

It was a legend amongst my generation that Theodore
Watts-Dunton kept him strictly under control (having
rescued him from the brandy-bottle) but allowed him
to take a morning walk to an inn on Putney Common
where the landlord had strict injunctions to allow him
one bottle of beer and no more. Contemporaries of mine
at Cambridge had timorously ventured into the inn and
observed the poet, whom no one dared, and no decent
person wished, to accost, and returned to the university
to report that the legend was true. As I went up the
hill my brain was singing with:
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